FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

banks, had sailed over to be present at the Naval Review and she
was available for charter by the day afterwards. We invited a large
party on board and had a fine sail round the Solent in this
beautiful-shaped boat, manned by a few tough Canadian sailors,
skippered by an old salt who spun some wonderful yarns.

September brought rumours of Italian ambitions in East
Africa. There had been considerable tension between Abyssinia
and the Italians in Eritrea. Haile Selassie had been crowned in
great state as Emperor of Abyssinia, and his country was a member
of the League of Nations. There was much talk of what we should
do, and opinions seemed divided on the question of intervention
or the imposition of sanctions. I guessed that we should drift
along and possibly make some gesture to clear our conscience.

On October 6th the Italians invaded Abyssinia and the League
Council met to decide who should be regarded as the aggressor
state. History records the outcome and subsequently tire occupa-
tion of Addis Ababa by the Italians in May of the following year.
We had imposed sanctions, and the feeling in Italy against us was
running very high.

It is easy to be wise after the event, but it seems to me that
when the history of this devastating period, through which we
have been passing in the Second World War, and its aftermath,
comes to be written, it will record the fact that, had we been able
to issue an ultimatum to Italy in September 1935 to stop her
aggressive intentions towards Abyssinia, the war of 1939-45 might
never have happened. Hitler must have been led to believe that
we should, in all circumstances, avoid a war in which we were
not directly attacked. It certainly looked like it, judging by our
attitude in 1935. Even at the general election in November of that
year no great emphasis was laid on the necessity for our rearma-
ment on a large scale and without delay. Some said that a strong
rearmament policy would have lost too many votes.

In December I took the passing out of the cadets at Cranwell,
and amongst them was my eldest son, who was destined to go to
No. 56 Fighter Squadron. He was not long there, however, for
he was posted to torpedo bombers at Singapore and accompanied
my wife and myself to Gibraltar in the following February. We
stayed at the Rock Hotel and saw Dick oil in his troopship .bound
for the Far East early in March.

There were no naval spring manoeuvres on account of the
Italian-Abyssinian war, and the situation in Spain was obviously
boiling up for a revolution. In fact, there had already been some
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